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For the wild humour, the headlong passion that ruled the hour, one must
rather look at a tall man with blazing eyes and a long black mane of hair
which he tosses as he speaks to a crowd serenading him In Charleston on the
night of April loth. This man on the balcony is Roger A. Pryor. Only a few
weeks ago he sat as a Virginia Congressman in Washington snarling a savage
protest at a Bill to give added military force to the Lincoln Administration.
As to his native State of Virginia, he was now in April not speaking officially:

Charleston Harbour
*I wish to God I were; I would put her out of the Union before 12 o'clock
to-night/
Pryor told them not to worry as to Virginia, the old Mother of Presidents:
'Give the old lady time. She cannot move with the agility of some of her
yoqnger daughters. She is a little rheumatic.*
Then Pryor spoke the words of passion and pride that were the key to the
dominant action and tumult of that beautiful, lazy Southern city, with its
Revolutionary memories, with its pink and white marble walls: 1 thank you
especially that you have at last an|iihilated this accursed Union, reeking with
corruption and insolent with excess of tyranny. Not only is it gone, but gone
for ever. As sure as to-morrow's sun will rise upon us, just so sure will old
Virginia be a member of the Southern Confederacy in less than an hour by
a Shrewsbury clock. Strike a blow! The very moment that blood is shed,
old Virginia will make common cause with her sisters of the South.*